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SPEAKIN' O' CHRISTMAS 

AND 

OTHER CHRISTMAS AND 

SPECIAL POEBIS 



Speakin' o' Christmas 

Breezes blowin' middlin' brisk, 
Snow-flakes thro' the air a-whisk, 
Fallin' kind o* soft an' light, 
Not enough to make things white, 
But jest sorter siftin' down 
So 's to cover up the brown 
Of the dark world's rugged ways. 
'N' make things look hke holidays* 
Not smoothed over, but jest specked. 
Sorter strainin' fur effect. 
An' not quite a-gittin' through 
What it started in to do. 
Mercy sakesi it does seem queer 
Christmas day is 'most nigh here. 
[11] 



SPEAKIN' O' CHRISTMAS 

Somehow it don't seem to me 
Christmas like it used to be, — 
Christmas with its ice an' snow, 
Christmas of the long ago. 
You could feel its stir an' hum 
Weeks an' weeks before it come; 
Somethin' in the atmosphere 
Told you when the day was near, 
Didn't need no almanacs; 
That was one o' Nature's fac's. 
Every cottage decked out gay — 
Cedar wreaths an' holly spray — 
An' the stores, how they were drest. 
Tinsel tell you couldn't rest; 
Every winder fixed up pat. 
Candy canes, an' things like that; 
Noah's arks, an' guns, an' dolls, 

[12] 



SPEAKIN* O* CHRISTMAS 

An* all kinds o' fol-de-rols. 
Then with frosty bells a-chime, 
Slidin' down the hills o' time, 
Right amidst the f mi an' din 
Christmas come a-bustlin' in. 
Raised his cheery voice to call 
Out a welcome to us all; 
Hale and hearty, strong an' bluff, 
, That was Christmas, sure enough. 
Snow knee-deep an' coastin' fine, 
Frozen mill-ponds all ashine, 
Seemin' jest to lay in wait, 
Beggin' you to come an' skate. 
An' you'd git your gal an' go, 
Stumpin' cheerily thro' the snow, 
Feelin' pleased an' skeert an' warm 
'Cause she had a-holt yore arm. 

[18 1 



SPEAKIN' O' CHRISTMAS 

Why, when Christinas come in, we 
Spent the whole glad day in glee, 
Havin' fun an' feastin' high 
An* some courtin' on the sly. 
Bustin' in some neighbor's door 
An' then suddenly, before 
He could give his voice a lift, 
Yellin' at him, "Christmas gift." 
Now sich things are never heard, 
"Merry Christmas" is the word. 
But it's only change o' name. 
An' means givin' jest the same. 
There's too many new-styled ways 
Now about the holidays. 
I'd jest like once more to see 
Christmas like it used to bel 

[u] 



A Christmas Folksong 

De win' is blowin' wahmah, 

An' hit's blowin' fom de bay; 
Dey's a so't o' mist a-risin' 

AU erlong de meddah way; 
Dey ain't a hint o' frostin' 

On de groun* ner in de sky, 
An' dey ain't no use in hopin' 
Dat de snow'U 'mence to fly. 
It's goin' to be a green Christ- 
mas, 
An' sad de day fu' me. 
I wish dis was de las' one 
Dat evah I should see. 

[151 



A CHRISTMAS FOLKSONG 

Dey's dancin' in de cabin, 

Dey's spahkin' by de tree; 
But dancin' times an' spabkin* 

Al-e all done pas* ftir me, 
Dey's feastin' in de big house, 
Wid all de windahs wide— 
Is dat de way fu* people 
To meet de Christmas-tide? 
It's goin* to be a green Christ- 
mas, 
No mattah what you say. 
Dey's us dat will remembah 
An* grieve de comin' day. 



[161 




Go ax de hongry chu* chya'd, an* see what hit 
will say 



A CHRISTMAS FOLKSONG 

Dey*s des a bref o' dampness 

A-clingin* to my cheek; 
De aih's been dahk an' heavy 
An* threatenin' fu* a week, 
But not wid signs o' wintah. 

Dough wintah'd seem so deah — 
De wintah's out o' season. 
An' Christmas eve is heah. 

It's goin' to be a green Christ- 
mas, 
An' oh, how sad de day! 
Go ax de hongry chu'ehya'd. 
An' see what hit will say. 



[17] 



A CHRISTMAS FOLKSONG 

Dey's Allen on de hillside, 
!An^ Marfy in de plain; 
Fu' Christmas was like springtime. 

An' come wid smi an' rain. 
Dey's Ca'line, John, an' Susie, 

Wid only dis one lef: 
An' now de curse is comin' 
Wid mtirder in hits href. 

It's goin' to be a green Christ- 
mas — 
Des hyeah my words an' see. 
Befo' de summah beckons 
Dey's many'll weep wid me. 



[18 1 



Christmas in the Heart 

The snow lies deep upon the ground. 
And winter's brightness all around 
Decks bravely out the forest sere. 
With jewels of the brave old year. 
The coasting crowd upon the hill 
With some new spirit seems to thrill; 
And all the temple bells a-chime. 
Ring out the glee of Christmas time. 



[19] 



CHRISTMAS IN THE HEART 

In happy homes the brown oak-bough 
Vies with the red-gemmed holly now ; 
And here and there, like pearls, there 

show 
The berries of the mistletoe. 
A sprig upon the chandelier 
Says to the maidens, ''Come not 

herer* 
Even the pauper of the earth 
Some kindly gift has cheered to 

mirth! 



[«o] 




The coasting crowd upon the hill 



CHRISTMAS IN THE HEART 

Within his chamber, dim and cold. 
There sits a grasping miser old. 
He has no thought save one of gain, — 
To grind and gather and grasp and 

drain. 
A peal of bells, a merry shout 
Assail his ear: he gazes out 
Upon a world to him all gray, 
And snarls, "Why, tiiis is Christmas 

Dayr 
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CHRISTMAS IN THE HEART 

No, man of ice, — for shame, for 

shame! 
For "Christmas Day" is no mere 

name. 
No, not for you this ringing cheer. 
This festal season of the year. 
And not for you the chime of heUs 
From holy temple rolls and swells. 
In day and deed he has no part — 
Who holds not Christmas in his heart I 



[22] 



Chrismus on the Plantation 

It was Chrismus Eve, I mind hit fu' 

a mighty gloomy day — 
Bofe de weathah an' de people — ^not 

a one of us was gay; 
Cose you'll t'ink dat's mighty funny 

'twell I try to mek hit cleah, 
Fu' a da'ky's alius happy when de 

holidays is neah. 



[23] 



CHRISMUS ON THE PLANTATION 

But we wasn't, fu' dat mo'nin' 

Mastah *d tol* us we mus* go. 
He'd been payin' us sence freedom, 

but he couldn't pay no mo'; 
He waVt nevah used to plannin* 'f o' 

he got so po' an' ol', 
So he gwine to give up tryin', an' de 

homestead mus' be sol'. 

I kin see him stan'in' now erpon de 

step ez cleah ez day, 
Wid de win' a-kind o' f ondlin' thoo 

his haih all thin an' gray; 
An' I 'membah how he trimbled when 

he said, "It's ha'd fu' me. 
Not to mek yo' Chrismus brightah, 

but I 'low it wa'n't to be." 
[241 




It was Chrismus Eve, I mind hit fu' a mighty 
gloomy day — 



CHRISMUS ON THE PLANTATION 

All de women was a-cryin', an* de 

men, too, on de sly. 
An' I noticed somep'n shinin' even in 

oF Mastah's eye. 
But we all stood still to listen ez oF 

Ben come f 'om de crowd 
An' spoke up, a-try'n' to steady down 

his voice and mek it loud: — 

"Look hyeah, Mastah, I's been servin' 
you fu' lo! dese many yeahs. 

An' now, senc? we'se got freedom an' 
you's kind o' po', hit 'pears - 

Dat you want us all to leave you 
'cause you don't t'ink you can 

pay. 

Ef my membry hasn't fooled me, 
seem dat whut I hyead you say. 
[25] 



f 
CHRISMUS ON THE PLANTATION 

"Er in othah wo'ds, you wants us to 

fu'git dat you's been kin'. 
An' ez soon ez you is he'pless, we's to 

leave you hyeah behin\ 
Well,ef dat's de way dis freedom ac's 

on people, white er black. 
You kin jes* tell Mistah Lincum fu' 

to tek his freedom back. 

"We gwine wo'k dis oY plantation f u' 

whatevah we kin git, 
Fu' I know hit did support us, an* de 

place kin do it yit. 
Now de Ian is yo's, de hands is ouahs, 

an' I reckon we'll be brave. 
An' we'll bah ez much ez you do w'en 

we has to scrape an' save." 



CHEISMUS ON THE PLANTATION 

or Mastah stood dah trimblin', but 

a-smilin' thoo his teahs. 
An' den hit seemed jes' nachul-like, 

de place f ah rung wid cheahs. 
An' soon ez dey was quiet, some one 

started sof an low: 
"Praise God/* an' den we all jined 

in, "from whom all blessin's 

flowl" 



[27] 



CHRISMtJS ON THE PLANTATION 

Well, dey wasn't no use tryin', ouh 

min's was sot to stay. 
An' po' oF Mastah couldn't plead ner 

baig, ner drive us 'way. 
An' all at once, hit seemed to us, de 

day was^ bright agin. 
So evahone was gay dali night, an'' 

watched de Chrismus in. 



[281 



Christmas Carol 

Ring out, ye bells 1 

All Nature swells 
With gladness at the wondrous 
story, — 

The world was lorn. 

But Christ is born 
To change our sadness into glory. 

Sing, earthlings, sing I 

To-night a King 
Hath come from heaven's high throne 
to bless us. 

The outstretched hand 

O'er all the land 
Is raised in pity to caress us. 

[291 



CHRISTMAS CAROL 

Come at his call; 
Be joyful all; 
Away with mourning and with sad- 
ness 1 

The heavenly choir 
With holy fire 
Their voices raise in songs of glad- 
ness. 

The darkness breaks 

And Dawn awakes, 
Her cheeks suffused with youthful 
blushes. 

The rocks and stones 

In holy tones 
Are singing sweeter than the thrushes. 

[80] 
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Christmas on the plains 



CHRISTMAS CAROL 

Then why should we 
In silence be, 
When Nature lends her voice to 
praises; 
When heaven and earth 
Proclaim the truth 
Of Him for whom that lone star 
blazes? 

No, be not still. 

But with a will 
Strike all your harps and set them 
ringing; 

On hill and heath 

Let every breath 
Throw all its power into singing 1 

[31] 



Winter-Song 



Oh, who would be sad tho' the sky 
be a-graying. 
And meadow and woodlands are 
empty and bare; 
For softly and merrily now there 
eome playing 
The little white birds thro' the 
winter-kissed air. 
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WINTER-SONG 

The squirrers enjoying the rest of 
the thrifty. 
He munches his store in the old 
hollow tree; 
Tho' cold is the blast and the snow- 
flakes are drif ty, 
He fears the white flock not a whit 
more than we. 

Chorus 

Then heigho for the flying snow! 

Over the whitened roads we go. 

With pulses that tingle. 

And sleigh-bells a- jingle 
For winter^s white birds here's a 
cheery heigho t 

[33] 



My Sweet Brown Gal 

W*EN de clouds is hangin' heavy in 
de sky, 

An' de win's a-taihin' moughty vigo- 
rous by, 

I don' go a-sighin' all erlong de way; 

I des' wo'k a-waitin' fu' de close o' 
day. 



[3M 



MY SWEET BROWN GAL 

Case I knows w'en evenin* draps huh 

shadders down, 
I won' care a smidgeon fu* de 

weathah's frown; 
Let de rain go splashin', let de thnn- 

dah raih, 
Pey*s a happy sheltah, an' I's goin' 

daih. 

Down in my ol' cabin wa'm ez mam- 
my's toas', 

'Taters in de fiah layin' daih to roas'; 

No one daih to cross me, got no talldn' 
pal, 

But I's got de comp'ny o' my sweet 
brown gal. 

[85] 



MY SWEET BROWN GAL 

So I spen's my evenin' listenin' to 

huh sing, 
Lak a blessid angel ; how huh voice do 

ringl 
Sweetah den a bluebird flutterin* 

erroun*, 
Wen he sees de steamin' o' de new 

ploughed groun*. 

Den I hugs huh elosah, elosah to my 
breas*. 
Needn't sing, my da'lin', tek you' 
hones' res'. 
Does I mean Malindy, Mandy, Lize 
er Sal? 
No, I means my fiddle — dat's my 
sweet brown gall 

[361 



Signs of the Times 

Am a-gittin' cool an' coolah, 

Frost a-comin' in de night, 
Hicka' nuts an' wa'nuts fallin'. 

Possum keepin' out o' sight. 
Tu'key struttin' in de ba'nya'd. 

Nary step so proud ez his; 
Keep on struttin', Mistah Turkey, 

Yo' do' know whut time it is. 



[«71 



SIGNS OF THE TIMES 

Cidah press commence a-squeakin', 

Eatin' apples stored away, 
Chilluri swa'min 'roun' lak ho'nets, 

Huntin' aigs ermimg de hay. 
Mistah Tu'key keep on gobblin' 

At de geese a-flyin' souf, 
Oomph 1 dat bird do' know whut's 
comin'; 

Ef he did he'd shet his mouf. 



[38] 



SIGNS OF THE TIMES 

Piunpkin gittin' good an' yallah, 

Mek me open up my eyes; 
Seems lak it's a-lookin' at me, 

Jes' a-la'in' dah sayin', "Pies." 
Tu'key gobbler gwine 'roun' blowin*, 

Gwine 'romi' gibbin' sass an' slack; 
Keep on talkin', Mistah Turkey, 

You ain't seed no almanac, 

Fa'mer walkin' th'oo de ba'nya'd 

Seein' how things is comin' on. 
Sees ef all de fowls is f att'nin' — 

Grood times comin' sho's you bo'n. 
Hyeahs dat tu'key gobbler braggin'. 

Den his face break in a smile — 
Nebbah min', you sassy rascal. 

He's gwine nab you atter while. 

[89] 



SIGNS OF THE TIMES 

Choppin' suet in de kitcheu, 

Stonin' raisins in de hall, 
Beef a-cookin' fu' de mince meat, 

Spices groim' — I smell *em all. 
Look hyeah, Tu'key, stop dat 
gobbling 

You ain' luned de sense ob feah. 
You oV fool yo' naik's in dangah, 

Do* you know Thanksgibbin's 
hyeah? 



[40] 



The Party 

Dey had a gread big pahty down to 

Tom*s de othah night; 
Was I dah? You bet I I nevah in 

my life see sich a sight; 
All de folks f om f ou* plantations was 

invited, an* dey come, 
Dey come troopin' thick ez chillun 

when dey hyeahs a fife an* drum. 
Evahbody dressed deir fines' — Heish 

yo' mouf an' git away, 
Ain't seen no sich fancy dressin' sence 

las' quah'tly meetin* day; 
Gals all dressed in silks an' satins, not 

a wrinkle ner a crease, 

[41] 



THE PARTY 

Eyes a-battin', teeth a-shinin', haih 

breshed back ez slick ez grease; 
Sku'ts all tucked an' puffed an' 

ruffled, evah blessed seam an' 

stitch; 
Ef you'd seen 'em wif deir mistus, 

couldn't swahed to which was 

which. 
Men all dressed up in Prince Alberts, 

swaller-tails 'u'd tek yo' bref I 
I cain't tell you nothin' 'bout it, y' 

ought to seen it fu' yo'se'f . 
Whowasdah? Nowwhoyouaskin'? 

How you 'spect I gwine to know ? 
You mus' think I stood an' counted 

evahbody at de do'. 

[42] 



THE PARTY 

Ole man Babah's house-boy Isaac 

bning dat gal, Malindy Jane, 
Huh a-hangin' to his elbow, him a- 

struttin' wif a cane; 
My, but Hahvey Jones was jealous 1 

seemed to stick him lak a tho'n; 
But he laughed with Viney Cahteh, 

tryin' ha'd not to let on, 
But a pusson would 'a' noticed f 'om 

de direction of his look 
Dat he was watchin' ev'ry step dat 

Ike an' Lindy took. 
Ike he foim' a cheer an' asked huh: 

"Won't you set down?" wif a 

smile, 
An' she answe'd up a-bowin', "Oh, I 

reckon 'tain't wuth while." 

[48] 



THE PARTY 

Dat was jes' fu' style, I reckon, 'cause 

she sot down jes' de same, 
An' she stayed dah 'twell he fetched 

huh fu' to jine some so't o' game ; 
Den I hyeahd huh sayin' propah, es 

she riz to go away, 
"Oh, you raly mus' excuse me, fu' 

I hardly keers to play." 
But I seen huh in a minute wif de 

othahs on de flo'. 
An' dah wasn't any one o' dem a- 

playin' any mo'; 
Comin' down de flo' a-bowin' an' 

a-swayin' an' a-swingin', 
Puttin' on huh high-toned mannahs 

all de time dat she was singin': 

[441 



THE PARTY 

"Oh, swing Johnny up an' down, 

swing him all aroiin'. 
Swing Johnny up an' down, swing 

him all aroun'. 
Oh, swing Johnny up an' down, 

swing him all aroim'. 
Fa' you well, my dahlin'." 
Had to laff at ole man Johnson, he's 

a caution now, you bet — 
Hittin' clost onto a himderd, but he's 

spry an' nimble yet; 
He 'lowed how a-so't o' gigglin', "I 

ain't ole, I'll let you see, 
D'aint no use in gittin' feeble, now 

you youngstahs jes' watch me." 
An' he grabbed old Aimt Marier — 

weighs th'ee hunderd mo' er less, 

[45] 



THE PARTY 

An' he spun huh *roun' de cabin 

swingin' Johnny lak de res'. 
Evahbody laffed an' hollahed: "Go 

itl Swing huh. Uncle Jiml" 
An' he swung huh, too, I reckon, lak 

a youngstah, who but him. 
Dat was bettah'n young Scott 
Thomas, tryin' to be so awful 
smaht. 
You know when dey gits to singin' 
an' dey comes to dat ere paht. 
"In some lady's new brick 
house, 
In some lady's gyahden. 

Ef you don't let me out, I will 
jump out. 
So fa' you well, my dahlin'/' 

[46] 



THE PARTY 

Den dey's got a circle 'roiin* you, an* 

you's got to break de line; 
Well, dat dahky was so anxious, lak 

to bust hisse'f a-tryin'; 
Kep' on blund'rin' *roun' an' foolin' 

'twell he giv' one gread big 

jump, 
Broke de line, an lit head-fo'most in 

de fiah-place right plump; 
Hit 'ad fiah in it, mind you; well, I 

thought my soul I'd bust. 
Tried my best to keep f 'om laffin', but 

hit seemed like die I must! 
Y' ought to seen dat man a-scramblin' 

f 'om de ashes an' de grime. 
Did it bu'n himl Sich a question, 

why he didn't give it time; 
[471 



THE PARTY 

Th'ow'd dem ashes and dem cindahs 

evah which-a-way I guess, 
An* you nevah did, I reckon, clap yo' 

eyes on sich a mess; 
Fu' he sholy made a picter an' a 

funny one to boot, 
Wif his clothes all full o' ashes an' his 

face all full o' soot. 
Well, hit laked to stopped de pahty, 

an' I reckon lak ez not 
Dat it would ef Tom's wife, Mandy, 

hadn't happened on de spot 
To invite us out to suppah — ^well, we 

scrambled to de table. 
An' I'd lak to tell you 'bout it — ^what 

we had — but I ain't able, 

[48] 



THE PARTY 

Mention jes' a few things, dough I 

know I hadn't orter, 
Fu' I know 'twill staht a hank'rin' 

an' yo' mouf II 'mence to worter. 
We had wheat bread white ez cotton 

an' a egg pone jes like goF, 
Hog jole, bilin' hot an' steamin' 

roasted shoat an' ham sliced 

cold — 
Look out! What's de mattah wif 

you? Don't be f allin' on de flo' ; 
Ef it's go'n' to 'feet you dat way, I 

won't tell you nothin' mo'. 
Dah now — ^well, we had hot chittlin's 

— now you's tryin' ag'in to fall, 
Cain't you stan' to hyeah about it? 

S'pose you'd been an' seed it all; 

[49] 



A 



THE PARTY 

Seed dem gread big sweet pertaters, 

layin' by de possum's side. 
Seed dat coon in all his gravy, reckon 

den you'd up and diedl 
Mandy 'lowed **you all must 'sense 

me, d' wa'n't much upon my 

she'ves. 
But I's done my bes' to suit you, so 

set down an' he'p yo'se'ves/' 
Tom, he 'lowed: "I don't b'lieve in 

'pologisin' an' perfessin'. 
Let 'em tek it lak dey ketch it. Eldah 

Thompson, ask de blessin'." 
Wish you'd seed dat colo'ed preachah 

cleah his th'oat an' bow his head; 
One eye shet, an' one eye open, — dis 

is evah wud he said: 
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THE PARTY 

"Lawd, look down in tendah mussy 

on sich generous hea'ts ez dese; 
Make us truly thankful, amen. Pass 

dat possum, ef you pleasef* 
Well, we eat and drunk ouah po'tion, 

'twell dah wasn't nothin' lef , 
An' we felt jes' like new sausage, we 

was mos' nigh stuffed to def I 
Tom, he knowed how we'd be f eelin', 

so he had de fiddlah 'roun'. 
An' he made us cleah de cabin f u' to 

dance dat suppah down, 
Jim, de fiddlah, chuned his fiddle, put 

some rosum on his bow. 
Set a pine box on de table, mounted it 

an' let huh go! 
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THE PARTY 

He's a fiddlah, now I tell you, an' he 

made dat fiddle ring, 
'Twell de ol'est an' de lamest had to 

give deir feet a fling. 
Jigs, cotillions, reels an' breakdowns, 

cordrills an' a waltz er two; 
Bless yo' soul, dat music winged 'em 

an' dem people lak to flew. 
Cripple Joe, de old rheumatic, danced 

dat flo' f 'om side to middle, 
Th'owed away his crutch an' hopped 

it; what's rheumatics 'ginst a 

fiddle? 
Eldah Thompson got so tickled dat 

he lak to los' his grace. 
Had to tek bofe feet an' hoF dem 

so's to keep 'em in deir place. 
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THE PARTY 

An' de Christiins an' de sinnahs got 

so mixed up on dat flo' 
Dat I don't see how dey'd pahted ef 

de trump had chanced to blow. 
Well, we danced dat way an' capahed 

in de mos' redic'lous way, 
'Twell de roostahs in de bahnyard 

cleah'd deir th'oats an' crowed 

fu' day. 
Y' ought to been dah, fu' I tell you 

evahthing was rich an' prime. 
An' dey ain't no use in talkin', we jes 

had onei scrumptious time! 
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Snowin' 

Dey is snow upon de meddahs, dey is 

snow upon de hill. 
An' de little branch's watahs is all 

glistenin' an' still; 
De win' goes roun' de cabin lak a 

spemt wan'erin' 'roun'. 
An' de chillen shakes an' shivahs as 

dey listen to de soun'. 
Dey is hick'ry in de fiahplace, whah 

de blaze is risin' high. 
But de heat it meks ain't wa'min' up 

de gray clouds in de sky. 
Now an' den I des peep outside, den 

I hiuries to de do', 
Lawd a mussy on my body, how I 

wish it wouldn't snowl 
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SNOWIN* 

I kin Stan' de hottes' summah, I kin 

Stan' de wettes' fall, 
I kin Stan' de chilly springtime in de 

ploughland, but dat's all; 
Fu' de ve'y hottes' fiah nevah tells my 

skin a t'ing, 
Wen de snow commence a-flyin' an* 

de win' begin to sing. 
Dey is plenty wood erromi' us, an' I 

chop an' tote it in. 
But de t'oughts dat Ts a t'inkin* 

while I's wo'kin' is a sin. 
I kin keep f'om downright swahin' 

all de time I's on de go. 
But my hea't is full o' cuss-wo'ds 

w'en I's trampin' thoo de snow. 
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SNOWIN' 

What you say, you Lishy Davis, dat 

you see a possum's tracks? 
Look hyeah, boy, you stop yo' f oolin', 

bring oF Spot, an' bring de ax. 
Is I col'? Go way, now, Mandy, 

what you t'ink I's made of? — 

sho, 
Wy dis win* is des ez gentle, an' dis 

ain't no kin' o' snow. 
Dis hyeah weathah's des es healthy ez 

de wa'mest summah days. 
All you chillen step up lively, pile on 

wood an' keep a blaze. 
What's de use o' gittin' skeery case 

dey's snow upon de groim'? 
Huh-huh, I'se a reg'lar snowbird ef 

dey's any possum 'roun'. 
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SNOWIN' 

Go on. Spot, don't be so foolish; don' 
you see de signs o' feet? 

What you howlin' fu? Keep still, 
suh, cose de coY is putty sweet; 

But we goin' out on business, an' hit's 
bus'ness o' de kin' 

Dat mus' put a dog an' dahky in a 
happy frame o' min'. 

Yes, you's col' ; I know it. Spotty, but 
you des stay close to me. 

An' I'll mek you hot ez cotton w'en 
we strikes de happy tree. 

No, I don' lak wintah weathah, an' 
I'd wush 't uz alius June, 

Ef it wasn't f u' de trackin' o' de pos- 
sum an' de coon. 
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A Little Qiristmas Basket 

De win* is hollahin' "Daih you" to de 

shuttahs an' de fiah, 
De snow's a-sayin' "Got you" to de 

groun', 
Fu* de wintah weathah's come widout 

a-askin' ouh desiah. 
An' he's laughin' in his sleeve at 

whut he foun'; 
Fu' dey ain't nobody ready wid dey 

fuel er dey food. 
An' de money bag look timid lak, 

f u' sho\ 
So we want ouah Chrismus sennon, 

but we'd lak it ef you could 
Leave a little Chrismus basket at 

de do'. 
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A little Chrismus basket at de do^ 



A LITTLE CHRISTMAS BASKET 

Wha's de use o' tellin' chillen 'bout 
a Santy er a Nick, 
An' de sto'ies dat a body alius toF? 
When de harf is gray wid ashes an' 
you hasn't got a stick 
Fu' to wann dem when dey little 
toes is col'? 
Wha's de use o' preachin' 'ligion to a 
man dat's sta'ved to def , 
An' a-tellin' him de Mastah will 
pu'vide? 
Ef you want to tech his f eelin's, save 
yo' sennons an' yo' bref 
Tek a little Chrismus basket by yo' 
side. 
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A LITTLE CHRISTMAS BASKET 

'Tain't de time to open Bibles an' to 
lock yo' cellah do', 
'Tain't de time to talk o' bein' 
good to men; 
Ef you want to preach a sennon ez 
you nevah preached bef o'. 
Preach dat sennon wid a shoat er 
wid er hen; 
Bein' good is heap sight bettah den 
a-dallyin' wid sin, 
An' dey ain't nobody roun' dat 
knows it mo'. 
But I t'ink dat 'ligion's sweeter w'en 
it kind o' mixes in 
Wid a little Chrismus basket at de 
do'. 
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Christmas 

Step wid de banjo an' glide wid de 
fiddle, 
Dis ain' no time f u' to pottah an' 
piddle; 
Fu' Christmas is comin', it's right on 
de way. 
An' dey's houahs to dance 'fo' de 
break o' de day. 
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CHRISTMAS 

What if de win' is taihin' an' whistlin' ? 
Look at dat fiah how hit's spittin' 
an' bristlin'! 
Heat in de ashes an' heat in de 
cindahs, 
or mistah Fros' kin des look thoo 
de windahs. 
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Step wid de banjo art* glide wid de -fiddle 



CHRISTMAS 
Heat up de toddy an' pas' de wa'm 



Don' stop to shivah at blowin's 
an' blas'es. 
Keep on de kittle an' keep it a-hum- 



min'. 



Eat all an' drink all, dey's lots mo' 

a-comin'. 
Look hyeah, Mariah, don't open dat 

oven. 
Want all dese people a-pushin' an' 

shovin'? 
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CHRISTMAS 

Res' rom de dance? Yes, you done 
cotch dat odah. 
Mammy done cotch it, an' law I hit 
nigh flo'd huh; 
'Possum is monst'ous f u' mekin' folks 
fin' it! 
Come, draw yo' cheers up, I's sho' 
I do' min' it. 
Eat up dem critters, you men folks 
an' wimmens, 
'Possums ain' skace w'en dey's lets 
o' pu'simmons. 
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A Back-log Song 

De axes has been ringin' in de woods 
de blessid day. 
An' de chips has been a-fallin' fa' 
an' thick; 
Dey has cut de bigges' hick'ry dat de 
mules kin tote away. 
An' dey's laid hit down and soaked 
it inde crik. 
Den dey tuk hit to de big house an' 
dey piled de wood erroun' 
In de fiah-place f om ash-flo' to de 
flue. 
While o' Ezry sta'ts de hymn dat 
evah yeah has got to soun' 
When de back-log fus' commence 
a-bu'nin' thoo. 
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A BACK-LOG SONG 

or Mastah is a-smilin' on de da'kies 

f om de hall, 
or Mistus is a-stannin* in de do'. 
An' de young folks, males an' misses, 

is a-tryin', one an' all, 
Fu' to mek us feel hit's Chrismus 

time fu' sho'. 
An' ouah hea'ts are full of pleasure, 

f u' we know de time is ouahs 
Fu' to dance er do jes' whut we 

wants to do. 
An' dey ain't no ovahseer an' no 

othah kind o' powahs 
Dat kin stop us while dat log is 

bu'nin thoo. 
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De axes has been ringin^ in de woods de blessid 
day 



A BACK-LOG SONG 

Dey's a-wokin' in de qua'tahs a-pre- 

parin^ fu' de feas'. 
So de little pigs is feelin' kind o' 

shy. 
De chickens ain't so trustful ez dey 

was, to say de leas'. 
An' de wise oY hens is roostin' 

mighty high. 
You couldn't git a gohhlah f u' to look 

you in de face — 
I ain't sayin' whut de tu'ky 'spects 

is true; 
But hit's mighty dange'ous trav'lin 

f u' de critters on de place 
F'om de time dat log commence a- 

hu'nin' thoo. 
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A BACK-LOG SONG 

Some one's tunin* up his fiddle dah, 
I hyeah a banjo's ring. 
An', bless me, dat's de tootin' of a 
ho'nl 
Now dey'll evah one be nmjiin' dat 
has got a foot to fling. 
An' dey'll dance an' frolic on f 'om 
now 'twell mo'n. 
Plunk de banjo, scrap de fiddle, blow 
dat ho'n yo' level bes', 
Keep yo' min' erpon de chune an' 
step it true. 
Oh, dey ain't no time fu' stoppin' an' 
dey ain't no time fu' res', 
Fu' hit's Chrismus an' de back-log's 
bu'nin' thool 
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Soliloquy of a Turkey 

Dey's a so't o' threatenin' feelin' in 
de blowin' of de breeze. 
An' Ts feelin' kin' o' squeamish in 
de night; 
I's a-walkin' 'roiin' a-lookin' at de 
diflfunt style o' trees, 
An' a-measurin' dey thickness an' 
dey height, 
Fu' dey's somep'n mighty 'spicious in 
de looks de da'kies give, 
Ez dey pass me an' my f ambly on 
de groun', 
So it 'curs to me dat lakly, ef I caihs 
to try an' live. 
It concehns me f u' to 'mence to 
look erroun'. 
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SOLILOQUY OF A TURKEY 

Dey's a curious kin' o' shivah riinnin' 
up an' down my back. 
An' I feel my f eddahs rufflin' all 
de day. 
An' my laigs commence to trimble 
evah blessid step I mek; 
Wen I sees a ax, I tu'ns my head 
away. 
Folks is go'gin' me wid goodies, an' 
dey's treatin' me wid caih, 
An' I's fat in spite of all dat I kin 
do. 
I's mistrus'ful of de kin'ness dat's 
erroun' me evahwhaih, 
Fu' it's jes' too good, an' frequent, 
to be true. 
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W*en I sees a ax, I tu*ns my head away 



SOLILOQUY OF A TURKEY 

Snow's a-faUin' on de medders, all 
eiToiin' me now is white. 
But I's still kep' on a-roostin' on 
de fence; 
Ishan^ comes an' feels my breas'-bone, 
an' he hefted me las' night, 
An' he's gone erroim' a-grinnin' 
evah sence 
'Tain't de snow dat meks me shivah; 
't'ain't de col' dat meks me 
shake; 
'Tain't de wintah-time itse'f dat's 
'fectin' me; 
But I t'mk de time is comin', an' I'd 
bettah mek a break, 
Fu' to set wid Mistah Possum in 
his tree. 
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SOLILOQUY OF A TURKEY 

Wen you hyeah de daTdes singin', 
an' de quahtahs all is gay, 
'Tain't de time fu' birds lak me 
to be 'erromi'; 
Wen de hick'ry chips is flyin', an' de 
log's been ca'ied erway, 
Den hit's dang'ous to be roostin' 
nigh de gromi'. 
Grin on, IshamI Sing on, da'kiesi 
But I flop my wings an' go 
Fu' de sheltah of de ve'y highest 
tree, 
Fu' dey's too much close ertention — 
an' dey's too much f allin' snow — 
An' it's too nigh Chris'mus mo'nin 
now fu' me. 
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Faith 

I's a-gettin' weary of de way dat 

people do, 
De folks dat's got dey 'ligion in dey 

fiah-place an' flue; 
Dey's alius somep'n comin' so de 

spit'U have to turn, 
An' hit tain't no proposition fu' to 

mek de hickory bu'n. 
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FAITH 

Ef de sweet pertater fails us an' de 

go'geous yallah yam, 
We kin tek a bit o' comf o't f om ouah 

sto* o' summah jam. 
Wen de snow hit git to flying dat's 

de Mastah's own desiah, 
De Lawd'll run de wintah an' yo* 

mammy'll run de fiah. 
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De Lawd'll run de wintah an' yo* mammy'll 
run de fiah 



FAITH 

I ain' skeered because de win' hit 

staht to raih and blow, 
I ain't bothahed w'en he come er 

rattlin' at de do', 
Let him taih hisse'f an' shout, let him 

blow an' bawl, 
Dat's de time de branches shek an' 

bresh-wood 'mence to fall. 
Wen de sto'm er railin' an' de 

shettahs blowin' 'bout, 
Dat de time de fiah-place crack hits 

welcome out. 
Tain' my livin' business f u' to trouble 

ner enquiah, 
De Lawd'U min' de wintah an' my 

mammy'U min' de fiah. 
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FAITH 

Ash-cake alius gits ez brown w'en 

February's hyeah 
Ez it does in bakin' any othah time o' 

yeah. 
De bacon smell ez callin'-like, de 

kittle rock an' sing, 
De same way in de wintah dat dey do 

it in de spring; 
Dey ain't no use in mopin' 'round an' 

lookin' mad an' glum 
Erbout de wintah season, f u' hits des 

plumb boun' to come; 
An' ef it comes to runnin' t'ings I's 

willin' to retiah, 
De Lawd'll min' de wintah an' my 

mammy'll min' de fiah. 
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Chrismus is A-Comin' 

Bones a-gittin' achy. 
Back a-feelin' coF, 
Han*s a-growin' shaky, 
Jes' lak I was oF. 
Fros' erpon de meddah 
Lookin' mighty white; 
Snowdraps lak a feddah 
Slippin' down at night. 
Jes' keep Vings a-hummin' 
Spite o' f ros' an' showahs, 
Chris'mus is a-comin' 
An' all de week is ouahs. 
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CHRISMUS IS A-COMIN* 

Little mas' a-axin', 
"WhoisSantyClaus?" 
Meks it kin' o' taxin' 
Not to brek de laws. 
Chillun's pow'ful tiyin' 
To a pusson's grace 
Wen dey go a pryin' 
Right on th'oo you' face 
Down ermong yo' feelin's ; 
Jes' 'pears lak dat you 
Got to change you' dealin's 
So's to teU 'em true. 
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CHRISMUS IS A-COMIN' 

An' my pickaninny — 
Dreamin' in his sleep! 
Come hyeah. Mammy Jinny, 
Come an' tek a peep, 
or Mas' Bob an' Missis 
In dey house up daih 
Got no chile lak dis is, 
D' ain't none anywhaih. 
Sleep, my little lammy. 
Sleep, you little limb. 
He do' know whut mammy 
Done saved up fu' him. 
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CHRISMUS IS A^OMIN' 

Dey*D be banjo pickin', 
Dandn' aU night thoa 
Dey'D be lots o* chicken. 
Plenty tukky, too. 
Drams to wet you whistles 
So*s to drive out chills. 
Whut I keer f u' drizzles 
Fallin* on de hills? 
Jes' keep t'ings a-hummin' 
Spite o' col' an' showahs, 
Chris'mus day's a-comin'. 
An' aU de week is ouahs. 
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IV 
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Chrismus is a-comin* 



The Com-Stalk Fiddle 

When the corn's all cut and the 
bright stalks shine 
Like the burnished spears of a field 
of gold; 

When the field-mice rich on the nub- 
bins dine. 
And the frost comes white and the 
wind blows cold; 

Then it's heighol fellows and hi- 
diddle-diddle, 

For the time is ripe for the cornstalk 
fiddle. 
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THE CORN-STALK FIDDLE 

And you take a stalk that is straight 
and long, 
With an expert eye to its worthy 
points, 

And you thiuk of the bubbling strains 
of song 
That are bound between its pithy 
joints — 

Then you cut out strings, with a 
bridge in the middle, 

With a corn-stalk bow for a corn- 
stalk fiddle. 
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THE CORN-STALK FIDDLE 

Then the strains that grow as you 

draw the bow 
0*er the yielding strings with a 

practised hand! 
And the music's flow never loud but 

low 
Is the concert note of a fairy band. 
Oh, yoiu* dainty songs are a misty 

riddle 
To the simple sweets of the cornstalk 

fiddle. 
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THE CORN-STALK FIDDLE 

When the eve comes on, and our 
work is done, 
And the sun drops down with a 
tender glance. 

With their hearts aU prime for the 
harmless fun. 
Come the neighbor girls for the 
evening's dance. 

And they wait for the weD-known 
twist and twiddle — 

More time than tune — from the corn- 
stalk fiddle. 
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THE CORN-STALK FIDDLE 

Then brother Jabez takes the bow. 
While Ned stands off with Susan 
Bland, 
Then Henry stops by Milly Snow, 
And John takes Nellie Jones's 
hand. 
While I pair off with Mandy Biddle, 
And scrape, scrape, scrape goes the 
corn-stalk fiddle. 
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THE CORN-STALK FIDDLE 

"Salute your partners," comes the 

call, 
"All join hands and circle round," 
"Grand train back," and "Balance 

aU," 
Footsteps lightly spurn the ground. 
"Take yoiu* lady and balance down 

the middle" 
To the merry strains of the corn-stalk 

fiddle. 
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THE CORN-STALK FIDDLE 

So the night goes on and the dance 
is o'er. 
And the merry girls are homeward 
gone. 

But I see it all in my sleep once more. 
And I dream till the very break of 
dawn 

Of an impish dance on a red-hot 
griddle 

To the screech and scrape of a corn- 
stalk fiddle. 
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A Banjo Song 

Oh, dere*s lots o' keer an* trouble 

In dis world to swaUer down; 
An* oY Sorrer's purty lively 

In her way o' gittin' Toun\ 
Yet dere's times when I f urgit em, — 

Aches an' pains an' troubles all, — 
An' it's when I tek at ebenin' 

My ol' banjo f'om de wall. 
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A BANJO SONG 

'Bout de time dat night is fallin' 

An* my daily wu'k is done, 
An' above de shady hilltops 

I kin see de settin' sim; 
When de quiet, restful shadders 

Is beginnin' jes to fall, — 
Den I take de little banjo 

F'om its place upon de wall. 

Den my f am'ly gadders roun' me 

In de f adin' o' de light, 
Ez I strike de strings to try 'em 

Ef dey aU is tuned er-right. 
An' it seems we're so nigh heaben 

We kin hyeah de angels sing 
When de music o' dat banjo 

Sets my cabin aU er-ring, 
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A BANJO SONG 

An* my wife an' all de othahs, — 

Male an' female, small an' big, — 
Even up to gray-haired granny, 

Seem jes' boun' to do a jig; 
*Twell I change de style o' music. 

Change de movement an' de time. 
An' de ringin' little banjo 

Plays an ol' hea't-feelin' hime. 

An' somehow my th'oat gits choky. 

An' a lump keeps tryin' to rise 
Lak it wan'ed to ketch de water 

Dat was flowin' to my eyes; 
An' I feel dat I could sorter 

Knock de socks clean off o' sin 
Ez I hyeah my po' ol' granny 

Wif huh tremblin' voice jine in. 
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A BANJO SONG 

Den we all th'ow in our voices 

Fu' to he'p de chiine out too, 
Lak a big camp-meetin* choir 

Tryin' to sing a mou'nah th'oo. 
An* our th-oahts let out de music. 

Sweet an* solemn, loud an' free, 
'Twell de raftahs o* my cabin 

Echo wif de melody. 



V 



Oh, de music o* de banjo. 

Quick an* deb'lish, solemn, slow. 
Is de greates' joy an* solace 

Dat a weary slave kin know I 
So jes* let me hyeah it ringin*. 

Dough de chune be po* an* rough, 
It*s a pleasure; an* de pleasures 

O' dis life is few enough. 
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A BANJO SONG 

Now, de blessed little angels 

Up in heaben, we are told. 
Don't do nothin* all dere lifetime 

*Ceptin' play on ha*ps o' gold. 
Now I think heaben'd be mo' home- 
like 

Ef we'd hyeah some music fall 
F'om a real oF-fashioned banjo. 

Like dat one upon de wall. 
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The or Tunes 

You kin talk about yer anthems 

An* yer arias an' sich. 
An' yer modem choir-singin' 

That you think so awful rich; 
But you orter heerd us youngsters 

In the times now far away, 
A-singin' o' the oY tunes 

In the oF-fashioned way. 
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THE OL' TUNES 

There was some of us sung treble. 

An' a few of us growled bass. 
An' the tide o' song flowed smoothly 

With its 'comp'niment o' grace; 
There was spirit in that music. 

An* a kind o' solenm sway, 
A-singin* o' the oF tunes 

In the oF-fashioned way. 

I remember oft o* standin' 

In my homespun pantaloons — 
On my face the bronze an* freckles 

O' the suns o* youthful Jimes — 
Thinkin* that no mortal minstrel 

Ever chanted sich a lay 
As the oF times we was singin' 

In the oF-fashioned way. 



THE OL' TUNES 

The boys *ud always lead us, 

An' the girls *ud all chime in 
Till the sweetness o' the singin' 

Robbed the list'nin' soul o' sin; 
An' I used to tell the parson 

'Twas as good to sing as pray, 
WJien the people sung the ol' tunes 

In the ol'-fashioned way. 

How I long ag'in to hear 'em 

Pourin' forth from soul to soul. 
With the treble high an' meller. 

An* the bass's mighty roll; 
But the times is very diff'rent. 

An' the music heerd to-day 
Ain't the singin' o' the ol' times 

In the ol'-fashioned way. 
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THE OL' TUNES 

Little screechin' by a woman, 

Little squawkin' by a man. 
Then the organ's twiddle-twaddle. 

Jest the empty space to span, — 
An' ef you should even think it, 

*Tisn't proper fur to say 
That you want to hear the oF tunes 

In the oF-f ashioned way. 

But I think that some bright momin'. 

When the toils of life air o'er. 
An' the sun o' heaven arisin' 

Glads with light the happy shore, 
I shall hear the angel chorus, 

In the realms of endless day, 
A-singin* o' the oF tunes 

In the oF-fashioned way. 
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